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This Novellzation of “The Chorus
Lady"” Was Made

By John W. Harding.

®opyright, 1908, by G. W. Dilllngham Com-
pany.)
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STNOPSIS OF PRECEDING CHAPTERS.
Dan Maliory, a Viiginia horse (rainer, is

&' to Fatricla U Brien, New York
orus #irl, whose father is associated wlih
o) |n business. Mailuiy takes as partner &
{ch New Yorker nained Crawford, Crawford
ll attracted by Nora O'Brien, Datricia’s
vounger sister, Patricla catches Crawford
kissing Nora, To save the elri from nis
Jures TPatricla takes her to New Yoik
A finds her a opuslition as chorns gl
Norw meets Crawford eecretly In New York
and oonfesses to Patricia that she has forsed
ar father's name to a $300 note (which
Orvtord holds) tn order v pay wonay
she owes and to buy clothes Nora
goes to Crawford's apartmments to bex him
'or the note, As they are talkinz. Mallory
announced, Nora s!ips into an inner roont.
Crawford gets ril of Mallory, but not hefors
the latter has had a ellmnea of Nora's arm
througil the daor, Hearing Patricia ao-
‘proach, Nora once more hides in tiae Inner
room. Patricla. suspecting that Nora has
coma for the noie, has fillowed her to
Crawford's apartment, Crawford deniles
&hat Nora !t there,  Mre. O'Brien's voles
Leing heard fn the hall Patricla darts into
the room where Nara (s hidden. At the
Virglnla farm, meantime, in tha girl's ab-
@enca from home Mrs. O'Brien has beocoms
yoatiess A stabla tov, known Ay the
BPuke.” aacretly loves Nora and hehaves
e strongely as to attract Mrs, O'Brien’s at.

tention,

CHAPTER XV,

Tip=" (Continued.)

Patsy to the Rescue.

wi s haven't had bad news from xir
mother?’ she Inquired kindly.

e answered In the negative, and the
o4 woman definitely made up her mind
that he was suffering elther from bil.
fousness or {ndigestion.

Lydy Belle,' he vou'd tell the mare
®my Nora's a hactress, a lovelv hangel,
‘Mke the fairdes {n the pantomime at
Droory Line an' Banger's, with pink
tights an’' wings and spangles, an' the
Almelight pl'vhn’ on ‘en..  She's ton
'vmty an' rood for me naow. Yus, she
i1, But some d'y the Djuke's @oin' to
|be somethin', too. an’ all the nypers'll
e talkin' about Willlam Perkins, the
gryte jockov. 'Then vou'll see me dash
wp {n me motor to lay me nvme an'
gortune at ‘er little feet, an' she'll be
me blushin® bride. An' Lydy Belle, I'l
tyke vou, tao.'

Bometimes, however, this rosv hued
wislon yraa darkened by the aray black
() of doudt. In his rare hours of
[telsure he had, at the oost of much la-
{bor and hrein rmacking written many
[fotterw to her dcclamaz hie love, only
{to tear them up In his fear of sendins
them.

The Shrimp happened upon hMm in
the stadle one day while the Duke was

4n the throes of one of these epistola- |

tory efforts,
“Writin' po'try! Oh, mother!” snig-
4 his tormentor,
The Duke Ald not condescend to re-

\opond,
“Take My Tip and Quit.”

' “Take my tip, Dook, an' quit,” went
on the Shrimp. “It's a sign you got
‘em bad when you gits de pome microbe
under yer 1id. Dems ain't & bundle in
de wold as s v rth doin' de Hhakes-
peare act for.'

The Duke remained silent, and the | O'Brien arrayed herself in her gala at- | captions.

#hrimp went away whistling.

The Eveni
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bounded up from the pall and dealt hls
tormentor a blow an the jaw with such
force that [t went nim to the ground.
|Then, betore the Shrimp had recovered
‘!1!5 senses sufticlently to reallze just!
what had happened, ths Duke hzd u-}
cured the paper, thrust it in his pocket
and was standing over him, quivering
"with rage and {nviting him to get up
and be ‘'spiffiicated.’” The Shrimp was
not slow to respond. He was on his
feet in a twink!ing and rushing at his
adversary.

The bovs were fighting a!l over the
stable, and the Duke was having the
life pounded out of him, when Mallory,
attracted by the nolse of the seuffle,
appeared upon the scene and took a |
hand. e kicked the Duke through the |
stable door and then kicked the Shrimp
after him, adm!nistering a sound cuff-
Ing to eah as he dld so.

The Last Due!,

This ended the last due! the boys wore
ever to engage In, for the same evening
tliere came a telegram for the Duke,
It was from his mother in New York
and read:

"Come hers by first traln.
for London on Saturday."

An hour later the Duke, marvelllug
‘grentl,\'. had bldden good-by ta everyv.
body, including the Shrimp, for ne was
not a boy of grudges, and was on it
|way to the rallroad station. !
| The Shrimp's account of Mrs. O'Brien’s
outburst was a falthful narration ot
what had occurred, Iler mother's heart,
pining for Nora, had led her to worry
rand into a frame of mind In which 1t
needed only such a combination of dira
omens as the hoottng owl and the «to .
|ing turned inslde out to cause her fo
| harbor forebodings of a most ajarm.ug
|and depressing character,

It was about three montlis after the
departure of the Duke that an offer to
purchase Lady Bolle came to Mallory.
|His partner, Crawford, had not
|turned to Maple Grove after his first
visit. Mallorv was not exactly an
Iadept in the art of letter writing. He
|dacided that {t would be advisable for
him to oontinue the negotlations with
McGovern In New York, where also he
{could have the benefit of ready counse!
‘svith Crawford, Th!s course seemed
ltho more advantageous In that it would
afford him the yearned for opportunity
of spending a few hours with Patsy.

We lrave

re-

lold peopls & treat by taking them with
{him Mrs, O'Brien, being able to =mee
|with her own eyes and hear with her
own ears that everything was all
right, would rega!n at once her chear-
!fulness and her health, which had be-

{gun to suffer,

A Great Day,

At last the great day when the trio
found themselves amid the towering
buildings of Manhattan arrived. It was
early evening when, a little tired from
their long journey, but buoyed by ex-

| cltement and expectancy, they reached |

the rpetropolls and put up at a
hotel near Times Square, where Mrs.

tire, and Mallory telephoned to Craw- |

“Say, Dook," he sald, retracing h!s|e,rq'q residence and to McGovern, the |
wteps ang stopping in fromt of him,| ... .neitive purchaser of Lady Belle,| would come near breaking any

% sgoyse me fer bein' allve, but on de

who promptly foilowed tlus call with a'

level, fs it true she's run off Wif &, "mpen, gtter retreshing themselves |

ash can white wing?"’

“You're boobdoo, ain't yer HI dunno
what you're talkin' abaout,” replied the
Puke, whose heart sank within him
'at the thought that behind the Shrimp's
raillery there might be bad news ocon-
cerning Nora.

“No, o' chap, I'm not dotty," contin-
aed the Shrimp.
'mon an' a doubdle dlamon' cinch on me

‘sense, so's not to let It git away trom | took her seat |

‘me. But I seen the old ‘coman a-tearin’
‘her halr just now an' cryin' llke she's
eon peelin’ onlons ‘cause de boss came
back from de village widout any madl.
*T know somethin's wrong w!d me baby,’
a&he was hollerin'. ‘They naver write
any more. I ain't had a letter from her
an’ Patsy for a week, an' there was a
ow!l hootin' on de roof last night, an' I
put me stockin' on inside out dis morn-
in'.! Fancy callin' dat peap show stall
e bady! She's a infant fermuminum-—I
don't think.”

A Thrashing,

?'“An’ d'you know what I think?' com- |

mented the Duke. “I think you're &
{low daown mut to talk lke that of any
gal, 'speclally such & nice, respectable
gal as Miss O'Brien."

“Aw, gwan,'' sald the Shrimp, de-
lighted at having acéhleved his object of
'*taking & rise” out of the boy. '‘What
d 'you know about her? Let's have a

scko at yer pome.'

,He snatched the paper
JDuke's hand and started away with it

from the

with a substantial meal, thay set ofrl
tor the theatre, the o0ld couple gleeful |
at the thought of the glad surprise they |
had reserved for the girls and prepared !
to enjoy the treat of their llves in see- |
ing them act.

It was with much ceremony and a

“1 keeps a half Nel- proud consclousness of the attention

she was attracting that Mrs, O'Brien
n the orchestra with her
| husband and Mallory,

| Whila Dan was on Hifs way uptown,
' chuckling at the thought of the aston-
| 1shment end delight of the girls, t},e‘
| O'Briens were trying In valn to recog-
| nize thelr darlings among the array .n:
| beautles on the stage., Throughout the
first act the mother was straining her
eves and fidgeting ard demanding of
| O'Drien whether he could see them,

T1e had to confess that he could not,
'and a d!me-in-the-slot opera glass
| tailed to a'd them, excapt to the extent
of confirming Mrs. O'Brien's pronounce-
ment that none of the girls was Patey
or Nora, At the conclusion af the se -
ond act, when they had not appeared,
| her growing oconviction that something,
wns wrong becamme a certainty, ana'
with wild alarm she started out to In-
vestigate. |

(To Be Continued.)
—_————————

Regaining Her Own.
GUSS," sald Mra, Subbubs, “I'lt |

have to give a hig Alnner.”
“What for?"' asked her hun-|

l(I

band. i
“It's the only excuso I can think of|
to borrow back those fine plates I
loaned to Mrs. Naybor.,' --Des Molines

This was the last straw, The Duke! Register, {
" !
|,“; . : ,..":_,_,, ‘
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T THIS *BUM SRELLS 'ILNTELO'PE
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He argued, further, that if he gave the |,
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PRECIOUS WILL HME‘]
TO MOVE, ‘CAUSE
PAPA'S AT THE
DOOR AND WANTE/

T0 COME 1N7§J

(T

o) SWEETUMS
MUSTN'T CRY
JUST BECAUSE

(

3 ,
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P
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(DON'T
JNAKE HIM
CRY, LOVEY |

/A

. THEN You'lLL
HAVE TO wAlT
UNTIL WE GETS

TIRED OF
PLAYING |

|

I WONDER |F HE
KNowS TS ME
0UT HERE ?
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Tess, of the Boarding House, Dabbles in a Pool

By Joseph A. Flynn.

“W HERE do

they get
all tlesa
stor.es?' Tess ask-
ed me last even-
Ivyg‘ tand da thay
really happen?’
“What stories
ara you referring
to?”' T replied,
peusing in my en-
deavor to pene-
trate an armor-
plated biscult,
“Why, this one
here,' she sald,
drecting my attentlon to a romantic
tale in one of the Sunday newspapers.
“It {an't worth sawdust, but I've read
it 0 man, times I know it by heart,

VoS A FLYNN

because the glirl in the story is a dead|
with a couple of ex- |

ringer for me,
Give me your good ear for
a moment,

"Angelina was a pretty girl, and

scales; but che was worth her welght
n certifiad checks, l.overs by the
score told her how they felt, and
offered to help spend her plle} but
she only shook her dainty head and
pointed to the docor,

“Her halr was the color of the
sun An a June morning, and one
glance from her beautiful blue eyes
would wreck a traln,

"One day, while out driving '!n the
Park somebody yelled 'Oats!' and
her horses started after the echo.

“Vincent Strong-Arms, who hap-
pened to be painting the grass,

stopped tha maddened animals by
making A nolse !lke a bale of real
hay. Angellna looked around, saw
who 1t whs, and sank into his man-
Iy armes, hoiding on tightly to her
wateh, .
“From linew
wear
because
on the

thenceforth  she
whose name sha wanted
seven days out of seven,

Vincent put the question
spot,

“Father raved and stormed when
she droke the news tn him, &nd
gently assisted Vincent down the
gtoop the first he called,
Father wanted her to marry Lord
de Broke, but she refused.

to

time

“Ha locked her in the garret and
had a juley porterhouge steak and
orinns painted on the wall to get
her goat

“In a palr of patent leather shoes
Vincent walked to Arlzona and
loaked around for a gold mine. Find-
ing one Yils size he started home

“Ona day ever falthful Maggle
handed Angellna a sugar-coated pill,
hastily breaking {t open she read:

‘“Darling—Come, I am dying
Bring your lunch, VINCENT.'
“That night she slid down the

morning glory vine on the front of
the house, saddled old Tin Can, who
could gnllop a mile an hour, and
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Betty Vincent’s Advice

i on Courtship ana Marriage
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A Birthday,

Dear Betty:
ADM elgivteen years of age. and have
been keeping company with a young
man one year my senfor for the past
He' has brought me sev-
eral gifts, such as perfume, candy,
books, flowers, % . His birthday s next
week, Would It be proper for me to
give hlin something, and {f so0, what
would you advige? CAROLINE,
You might give tha young man cuff-
links or shirt-studs, If he has no nice
ones, If he smokes, a cigarette or clgar
holder or a match box would be nice,
Why do you not try to find out what le

three months,

| would lika?

Ask to Call,

Dear Betts
AM nineteen years o!d and have be-
come acqualuted with a young lady
of eighteen. [ llka her very imuch
and would llke to call on her oneas in
a while &0 that we may learn to love
each other when we are of marriage-
able age, we not congidering anythiig
niore gerious now. Should I ask to
call? H., J. K,
Give her a strong hint that you would
like to call, and if she cares to have
you she will ask you to. If you think

| she likes vou but is too shy to ask you,

tell her you would like to call, and ask

Fher it you may.

of Fiction

started out to find her sweetheart,

“Hungry and weary, and with
two  puffs  missing, she at last
reached the deserted cottage in the
deep woods, where Vincent lay sick
with the fever, Opening the door,
Blle struck a match against her shoe
and her head against a beamn, looked
up, and found--Lord de Broke!

“'She wns trapped and ghe knew It!

“She was In the scoundrel's power
at last!

“Her ittla tongue was glued tn
the {nslde of her neck, and all sle
could do was to ye!l for ten minutes
without stopping; but the people
passing by paild no attentlon to her,
thinking she was taking vocal les-
80N,

“‘Ha! ha! my
lussed De Broke., 'I have you in my
power at last, I can ruin your father
in tho Hah market to-morrow by sell-
iug 20,000 smelts, Marry me or go
back to the glove counter!'

“Marry you!' rhe cerled,
ver!  Give

proud beauty!

' 'Ah,
! the glove
counter!

“With a horrible oath De Broke
whipped out a long handled knife
from behind hls left ear and was
about to hand it to her In the vicin-
ity of her third rib, when Vincent,
disguised In a clean shave, stepped
from behind a photograph on the ta-
ble, there was a shot, and De Broks
needed an undertaler,”

“Now," continued Tess, folding
the paper, "lsn't that the limlt?"
“Well, thers may
truth In it
:ous eye on my portlon of the string

no! me

up

beans, “The only objection [ have tn
these dburning tales is that they al-
ways pleture most men as  villains,

Now, all men are not villains."

“No, of courss not,"”
“They're heroes, until they're found
{out."”

Clarence the Cop
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By C. W. Kahles | May Manton's Daily Fashions,

ba & particla of
I replied, keeplng an anx- |

Tesa rejoined, |

VEN in tami-|
E liea wihere

father's lome
hablts—which
children In
fury call ‘'hls
hired man waya"
—ara most obvious
It will alwayvs be
observed that
mother, although
having shared his
ear!ly disadvan-
tages, has a way
of conecsaling her
lapses and falling
in l'na the

the

their

with
chilldven's pew fangied !deas, alimost as
If she had been bhorn with them.

That s als
ways more adaptabie than the masen-
[line, and particularly the American
brand of femininity. It 18 what makes
an Amerlcan show girl turn into a very
neat artlele of English duchess in a
| year's thme, It {s what makes a fash-
fon become “common’’--, ¢. becauus
the adaptable  Amerfcan  gifl, who
standsg behind the counter or wiehls the
typewriter, pleks it instantly from the
Fifth avenue lmporters of [t
Nevertheless, tiere are certain shirt-
sleeve hablts and manners  which
mother still retalns which the younger
children Imitate and the older ehildren

because the feminine ig

repudiate, 1f these are discussed lov-
[ ingly and tenderly, as such dellcate
matters always should be iseussed,

mothers must remember that In every
child's 1fe there comes a time, which

I chould call the sensitive age, 1t is a
| time when the child first finds itself,
as Kipling puts {t. The tima when!

small matters bocorge of vital
fance—when the crossing
diagonally, instead of
Crossings, more

fmpor-
of a streat
following the
vital to the
| ¢hlid than his mother's Chrlstlan chare-
actesr,

seems

Showing the Red Flanuel,

Look back, you mothers, to the dpv
when vou discovered that yvour mother
| was plgeon-toed, or leld lier dress gy

high that jt showed heyr red flann-!

petticoat or that she had any of the |
'shlrl-sleé‘\'e habits which ‘your child|
now shrinks and shivers at when yvou
commit them, and sere If vou cannot
sympathize with the newer notions of

“the bables.'

They are not hables any lenger. This
sensitiveriess as 10 "what nother does’
;;1.! one of (he first yet npiost unmistale-
able signe of thelr growing up.

De loving, therefore to sach othor,
Be tolerant, you mothers, of thelr crjtie
clsm of your funny ways., Remember
it s only because thiey want to he proud
of vou that they don't want )
pour yvour tea (nto the saucer ang
drink from It and tliat they hate to see
yout hlow on your food to cool |t,

|

]
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of Mother
By Lilian Bell

———————. —

And you, children, think over thislitably.

phasa of the subject. When you haf
soarlet fever. or pneumonia, or typhold,
who was it who took care of you, day
and night? Who was never too tired
or toe worn out to start up at your
hoarse whisper in the middle of the
nlght? Who always, as she expressed
it, “slept with one eye open,” In order
to come at your siightest call? Whose
hand was always cool to your hot brow;
who fanned you hour after hour; who

Drinking From a Saucer,

fed von eracked fee until her tired arm
sometimes fell in ner lap and spliled
things? Who but this same dear, worn
mother of vours whom You are now
critielsing because she did not take all
that precious time she devoted to your
comfort to practise the little Aumm!-
diddies you think are the most impor-
tant things in life?

Ol my dears, If T could only’ show
vou the jeart of yvour mother you would
never again utter a word against her
nmanners,

(

—————

Her Answer.
By Cora M. W. Green'eaf,
HAT cara T for treasure of
W That you Leap in this poo
lap of mine? .

fewels and gold
The prectous stones gilsten, the met-

al Is col
And hard, with its glitter and
¢hine,

You promiee the rarest old traasures
of art
I'nat yonr cultura and wealth can
nwoora..
Thirk you the old masters
‘wake in my heart
A luve that will always endure?

can

You promise me journeys in many
a land
And vovages afar o'er the sca—
Biut I'd follow the beck of your
two empty hands,
Aud that would be
me,

heaven for

You promise a pathway of roses
and bloom,

With never a thorn for my feet,

Dear heart, T would dwell In the
vallev of gloom

With taee and my life would be
sweet

With thee, T could traverse the Val-

ley of Death,
Meet his messenger grim, with a
simile,

When vou promise me gifts, vou
are wasing your breath--
Now tell me vou love me a while,

——————

.
Railway *¢ Scraps.”

At a convention of railway
storekeepers held in a Western city,
one of the statements made was that
the storekeeper of the average big rafl-
way system carrles 55,000 {tems of ma-
tarfal {n stock. Rallway ‘“scraps'’” are
of sufficient Importance as an economio

factor to be divided into 133 crsses in
order that they may be sold most prof-

recent

BET YoU A MILLION)

BET YOUTWO)
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MILLION

PLUNGERS' NERES ME
CHANCE TOGIT PROMO-
TED!

'BET You TEN
MILLION!

=
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ITS AGIN THE LAW TO
BET! YER UNDER

e Ak

[ CURSES ON You L SDEATH!)
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WHAT ANIMAL DOES THIs SPELL.?
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WE WERE REHEARSING NUR )
NEW SPORTING DRAMA “I22Y HAM

THE ROOKMAKERS R VENGE "WHEN)
HEBUTTED ——d

(WECAME T\

ITUE TRACK FOR) NEVER HEZ REAY
7\ \LOCAL COLOR / \ MONEY! ~~

CHUMP! DON'T
YOU KNOYY THEM
15 ACTORSY! THEY

VERY fresh

E d e velopment
of the

plece feature 1§ met
with enthusiasm,
and this bhiouse
one of the prettinst
! which hag yet ap-
'{ peared, Tt |s simple,
involving very little
labor in the making
and absolutel v
in the fitting, while
't ts adapted to all

one-

s

none

sensonahie walst-
ings, and both to
and for

with the

the gown
|

odd
In this case

wear
skirt
it '8 made  of
pongee Pongee |3
| belng extensivels
{ wsed this season for
't waisis as well

as for

moe

but

garments of

formal drees,
awn,  batizie
| madeas and linen
all are favorites
The quantity of
material required
| for the medium size
s 43-3 vards 11 or
M, 31-8 vards 32
21-8 yaris 4
| wide
Pattern No, 6041
Is cut in
a &, 3 MO5SS and
40 inch bust meas-
@ One-Piece

nches

sizes o

Shirt Waist—Pattern No. 6041,

wAYSs specify size wanted.

Call or send by mail to THE EVENING WORLD MAY MAN-
TON FASHION BUREAU, No. 132 East Twenty-third atreet, New
York. Scad 10 cents In coin or stamps for each pattern erdered.
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